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. . *UNION PATRIOTS.

3 An— e Meriners of Baglond

Ye patriots of the Unlos, v
#  Whe iove your native land;

Whose he=r.« beat Joyal, bald sad tres,

- Te Washingwn's command; .
LR op your voices boud and long, te
Agsient afl il meits,

And show that ye know =
= That in Unicn we =rs weroag: B
P Hl—w—“mdm

Thes in Usion we ars stmong.

= The spérits of your fathers
3 Brill enimate vour bleod,
For the Usion wes their gracises work,
. ™ And they prenoanced it good.
_What they with s much labee wrogght,
- Your noble hand; shall snre;
For “tin jost, that the 1rest .
Of the men of “Beventy Six,”
Bboukd be honored by the gullant sons
On the mes of “Beventy-Siz.™

The banney they uplifted,
Enall still eutarmished ghoam,
Abure our sEnny Eauthers Selds,
Abors each Northers stream;
And hands shall yot elnsp buods aguin,
Aps ip the olden time, :
While each voire shall rejoice
That the storm has pasved awey—
Thas the Unios kas bees stronger knle,
And the storm b psused sony.

OUR BABY.

our house, Bt oo hame, we've 1 swest litle baby,
fat oo & cvon in the Fall;
And For mischiel fun, music, or whatever it may be,
Of brts, be's the General of all!
With cheeks like two roses,
The prettiest of neses,
Eadearsd is our Moses,
By wvery fond tie;
In foir and fou! wenther,
Beserves 51 2 tether,
To hind us togriher—
My Betsey and |,

: Srlsct Tale.

INITIATING A FREE-MASON.

BY HARRIET NU GRAVES.
I TNA T how they made a Freo-Ma

-~

o

 the other rcom, away from the rest of the fami-
{1y, and mys 1—

room; s0 one afternoon my husband came inand
told me w havea good fire in the dazze-room,
as be used 10 exil it, before night, so it would
get warm. It waa a bitter cold day in Janusry.
Then he took me o one side, and let . me into
enough of the secret to know what™ was going
on. [ thought a'momeit, then asked him if 1
could look through the plass door and see them.

* Yes," said be, “only I'm afraid gou'll be
wanting to look again sometime when we should
Bot want vou to."

“ Husband,” saya I, and I know J looked
grieved and surprised, for 1 felt so, * did you ev-
er know of my peeping or meddliag, or asking
questions about anything ‘that wasm't mry busi-
pess 16 know 1"

“ Ko, my dear,” sald he, and put his lips w0
mine as he said it; * | know vou sin’t like sy

of the rest of your sex that I ever saw, and I've [ to-night; you may hang me or drown me, or do
“| often thought you coulin’t bear any relationship

to old Eve, because you are so destitute of curi-
osity.”

I was so used to being praised by him that 1
wasn't taken by surprise at his gallant speech,
80 1 merely said—

“ May-be ['ve got common sense enough 1o
keep my curiosity within its proper bounds, and
that'z all the reason I'm any better on that seore
than other women.'

“ Yes, ves, that's it,"” sald he, “and you de-
serve all the more praise for that, because you
resist the temptation and others don’t."

Then he kissed me again—you know there is
no harm in telling co't now that I'm an old wo-
man—and telling me to remember and have ev-
ervthing ready, he left the room.

I kept one hired girl, and & prime good one
she was, too—not such help as we get pow-a-
days, that ean't dq anything but erimp and curl |
their hair to catch the fellers—I could trust her |
with almost any secret, and never knew her to
betray fit.

“Well, when it was dark, T ealled her into!

 bandage off his eyes—and placing Tim's band

b

“ Betty, (that was her name,) they're lg).‘-n‘i
to make a Free-Mason of Tim Serigpies to-~
night, and if you'll pomiee to be a Free Mma.l
too, you shall see them initiate him." !

Betty laughed and clapped her hands, saying
she promised and lenged for the hour to come. |

“Well,” says I, “ you get the large g'ridjmnl'
and put it on thé kitchen fire, and be sure that it
gets red-hot at the proper time."

s o pan Scriggina 1" asked Aunt Potigrew
of me ene cvening, as we sat before a bright,
blaging fire, she with her knitting work, and [ |'
with no work at all, extept watching the myriad r
sparks, and wishing they wers each a gold dol- |
lar, rolling downwards instead of fiving vp. \
Dear old Aunt Petigrew! She has numbered }
her three-score years and ten, yet she i as blithe |
and lively as many & mniden, two-score and ten [
yoanger, Then she is alwaysso good natured, |
that, be the day over so cloudy, you would cer- |
tainly think, while in ber presence, the sun was
shining with usual lustre. Never cross or pee- |
vish like many nged matrons, who, Heaven bless
them, have encugh 10 make them =0, alter rear.
ing a sct ol young ones that grow ss ungodly as
the ancient Egyplians, in spite of all their good, |
pions mothers’ examples. {
. Though Aunt Petigrew bears no relationship
to me, except that which Mother Nature com-
pels us to bear each other, yvet I love her dearly,
and well worthy is she of my love, for I do not
know that she posscsses a single fault! if she
does; I bave never been able to discover it
Indeed, [ have often thought while gazing
into her mild blue eyes, and reading an expres-
sion of purity and decision of churacter such as

I never read in those of any uther female, that !

she alone of all my sex had possessed sufficient
strength to resist the © forbidden fruit ™—for
who fias not plucked it7 who has not yieided to
& temptaticn uf some kind, though we are of a
strongersex? Don't believe it, do you mascu-
lines? Why, don’t the Goud Book tell you m-{
don't you read it) that it took the Old One him-
self to tempt the woman, while, poor, weak, sil-
Iy man, jumped stthe apple the moment the
woman offered it to him1 Isn't that proof pos-
itive that we are the strongest minded of the two
sexes?

But as | way saying, there we sat, Aunt Pet-
igrew and myself, with the bright fire dancing
sod blasing before vs, and the fight inher eyes
dancing in unison s she asked me the question:
"« Did | ever tell you howtthey made a Free-
Mason of Tim Scriggins!"

“* [ believe not,” said 1.

= Well, you see,” she continued “ it was ma-
my years ago, when my hosband belonged to
them, (he left them soonafter they doomed poor
Morgan to such a fate.) Tim bad boem teasing
and teazing for ever so long to join them, but
they hadn't quite faith enough in his secretive
powers, and so they had been putting it off month
after month, until at last be became 5o obetrep-
ulous that my hosband told them o take him,
but to be sure that the initiating took piace at
ouf house. :

“**You see we had a large room—hall T sup-
pose is now the popular term—which we didn't
use only when we had a large quilting party,
husking, apple-bee or something of that kind;
then they it to dance in. There wes &
large closet out of is that was used most-
Iy to stow away the bonnets and shawls, and the
felles® hats and greatconts.  But ce corner of
iy Fhad reserved for my pewter and silver dish-
s, that mother gave me when she died.

“ You know they used pewter and silver in
themt  days, instong of earthen or chim, and
mufh better it was, too, for it wasn't getting

Betty understood in & moment. Her emupre-g
hensivd powers were nearly as larze as her |
body, and that weighed two hundred, dcurr.‘l
welight. |

Broandbye Tim eame in, and seating him-

s2if by the fire, eyed the gridiron with a woful |,

countenance.

Betty stood near, and occasionally stirred the
fire under it, us if she wae ina burry to get it
hot,

Tim began fidweting in his chalr, and at Tast
be couldn®t hear it m_f' longor; so, he asked Bat-
ty in & low voice, s if afraid of being overheard,
what she wns heating that gridiron for. |

“Why,” eays ghe, “didn’t vou know they |
were goig to make another Free-Mason, to. ]
night?” " |

And she looked us solemn ns the grave.

Tim gave another look at the fron, now grow-
ing as red as the coals beneath it, then glanced
at the door. as if he thought he could yot escape
the horrid terture; but at that moment my hus-
band accompani®d by half & dozen others enter
ed, and gaing directly to him, took him by the
hand and led him from the mom, saying to Betty:

“ We will be ready in five minutes.”

At these words, poor Tim gave a groan so ter-
vible that it fairly started me from my chuir,
where 1 had been seated behind the cellar door,
out of sight, but secing all that was going on.

As soon asshey were fairly out of the roem,
Betty and I started for the closet. She had ear-
ried our big churn, an old-fashioned tall one,
such as they used in them days, into the closet
for us to stand on.

Well, we mounted the churn, I first, and Bet-
ty behind me, bessuse she was the tallest and
could look ever my shoulder.

They wero blind folding Tim when we 88
looked; then took off his bree—anmentiondbles,
I believe they are now called—ihen one fdl
Masons said in & very sslemn voice— .

“ Mr. Petigrew, we are ready.™

Then my husband opened the door, and poor
Tim thought he was after the gridiron, of course,
and ob how be did tremble and shake from head
to foet. . .

“ Are you cold T asked ome of the Masons,
solemnly. ;

“ Y-e-8," he groaned out, and I thought
would hava busted.

1 whicpered to fler 10 be eareful, forshe shook
80, 1 thought she would fall off the churn, though
T could hardly help langhing right out myself,
and we staffed our aprons into our mouths.  *

* You will soon be warm enough,” the Mason
replied, in the same solemn tone. §

Just then my husband entered the room, lug-
ging a cake of ice as big us our great Bible, und
Inying it in & chair, two of the Masons took hold
of Tim, one hold of vach arm, 1o steady him,
snd eat him down. .

But no sooner had the ice come in contast
with his paked extremities, than he gave one
leap, and with & yell sz horrible as an Indian
war-whoop, sprang from the men who were hold-
ing him, and bounded neaffy 4o the chamber
door. -

At this, Betty could contain berself no longer,
and grusped the tupboard for support. It wasa't

:

. way place to ke=p them safely, a0d Thad s sort | topof it. It didn’t burt ber much thongh, and

smashed up. wtﬂ.mmdu&-mm‘nﬁdq_mm‘u* was 50 heavy,
by mine, beeanse they were once my dear moth- it sielded to her grasp and eame down with a
er'é, (here Aunt Petigrew’s lip quiveréd.) and | crash that sgunded like ten ousand drums ‘&%
80T thought that it would be s good out of the | beating a different tunc, and Betty came on the

of & tamporary cupboard made with shelves in ' she bad presence of mind encugh ot 1 seream.
1 10 set them on; and they shone %0 bright that I clung o the churn and the sides of the door to
that came t0 the parties, because & great many « Tim shought 10 be sure he bad arrived %o the
Dever gaw any such diihes anywhere else. The lower regions, and all the impsgfdarknées hmd

"
Na::‘ glancing around with a wild lock, be
sprang towards the door; but my husband was
100 quick for him; stepping to the door with his
back against it, he said: '

“ No, Mr. Scriggins, you can’t go mow, you
havn't been sworn yet, and we don’t let any one
go until they are sworn not to betray our se-
creta."

» 0, T'll swear never to tell any living soul as
long as T live.” muttered poor Tim, “if you'li
ouly justlet me go home.”

# But haven't gone through balf the ceremeny
yet,” maid my busband,  you haven't had a hole
bered through your tongue, you—""

< Oh, dear! oh, dear!” yelled Tim, in agoay,
“don't tell any more, and I'll swear never to tell
a single thing I've seen, nor heard nor felt here

anything on earth you're & mind to me, if [ do.™

“ And will you swear never again to nsk us to
initiate you?"

= Yis, yia, I'll swear to anything, if you will
lot me go home now!"

My husband then got outour great Bible—
oae of the men hid the ice when Tim tore the

upon it, they swore him, and then giving bim
his elothes, let him dress himsell and go home,
and he never asked to become u Mason after
M.'

“ Well, and did he violate his oath ™ I naked
of Aunt Petigrew, as she finished her story.

* (0, no; it was the best lesson he ever learned
in his life, for it learned him to keep ane secret,
st least, for he never lisped his initiation to mor-
tal being."

“ [ guess ‘twould be a good plan to initiate
some of the men of this geseration, wouldn't
it ‘

“ Yes, and women (00,” replied Aunt Peii-
grew, as she folded np ber knitting work.

Riscellancons.

ROSE RAYMOND.
BY RUTH HARPER.

ElLa stands by the window,
Laoky oot on the sen;

No moon beameth wofily,
No bright stars there be.

-

Disck sbove gloom the heavens,
Black benenth the waves flow,
Unseen save whers lund
The keen lighinings glow.

Hosre wrrees the water,
The thander peals deep:
The old griy-halrml servans,
Lew mosagth ia sleep.

O, night fall of tomnlt?
O, night wild snd dree!

0}, woe for the walcher,
Heside the durk jaa’

The moening dawned brightly,
The tempest was over,

Bat laek 10 Rose Eavmond,
Na mere came her lover.

English Buccaneersof Elizabeth’s Time
—Sir Walter Raleigh, the Fillibuster.

From " book which we have elsewhere no-
ticed, entitled Lives of the British Historians,
{b¥ Lawrence,) we extract the following very
fine descriptive pasages. Ther occur in the
biography of Sir Walter Raleigh, the greatest
of Fillibusters:

Elizabeth was the queen of a nation of buces-
peers. Hefwtﬁm'malmtunivmn, en-
gaged in peivateering. English seamen were
just beginning to display their native hardibood
and cupidity Their frail, ill-constructed barks,
# small that in the present sge they would
scarce seem fit for river navigation, pierced the
most distant and dangerous seas in pursuit of
their prey. They had just leamed the weakness
and wealth of Bpanish commerce. They found
that any English pinnace of twenty tons was
more than & match fora Lisbon galleon of twelve
hundred tons. They taugtit the Spanish sailors
to dread the coming of their heretic foen as they
would s legion of demons. The English indeed
fought more like demons than men. They met,
without fiinching, force an. hundred times more
powerful than their own. A fleet of Spanish
carracks of immense size Iny around Greenville's
single ship, the Revenge, a whole day. They
cuuld neither bosrd nor sink her, and would have
fled dismayed, shattered and filled with slaugh-
tez from her terrible crew, had not her last bar,
rel of powder given out.  Almost every English
c:z‘-n was & Greenville, and every ship a Re-
v Theyrode the seas with & trinmphant
as=@rance that they were its masters. Even the
dangers of the waves were despised. Their ill
built barks were seldom tight. They leaked
badly in the very harbor. They were 59 small
that the slightest swell of the sea seemed suffi-
gient to overwhelm them. The provisions were
usually bad and insufficient. de_thlein-
ventions which relieve the hardships of modern
saflors were known to the” Elizabethan navigs-
tors. The science of navigation was yet to be
learned. The compass and the lead were their
oaly gmdes. Yet with such seience and sach
vessels they encountered the violent storms of
the Bay of Biscay, the dangers of the Atlantie, |
and the icebergs of the Polar seas. In eonse-
quence many brave men perished; many like
Sir Humphrey Gilbert sank with ship and crew
In stormy nights and ragine seas. .

But the fage of the lost did pot check the zeal
of the living. Rich prises were daily arriving
in English barbors, 15 stimalate avarics sad ad-

The great nobles ang wealthy merchants were
as eager for Spanish plucder asthe Queen. Few
of the courticrs of a military renown but hid

miled at the head of a squadron or a flect in

pursuit of the great galleons that snnually
brought from America to Spain the wealth of
Mexico and Peru. The ocean glowed with gold
and silver, pearis and diamonds for these poble
adventurers. I it ®ey found lhexbaustible
mines of wealth, and dangers and triumphs suf-
ficient 1o try their coursge and satiafly their am-
bition.

The ocesn in those days was the pathway to
fame. Land service offered but little allurement
to the scldier. Elizabeth engaged in no great
military expeditions. Her wars in Holland or
in Ireland were barren of laurels or of plunder.
She directed all the energies of her people to
naval expeditions. Her chiel attention was given
to her navy. She perceived the true geaios of
her sabjects for naval excellence. She reselved
to make England the riler of the seas. Her no-
bles shared bec.zeal. The Veres,the Howards,
the Earl of Cumberland, Essék, Carew, and
Raleigh led her fleets with o succegs that first
inspired in the minds of Englishmen the con
sciousuess of their troe destiny. Drake, Fro-
bisher and Bavis, of less elevated birth, of equal
valor and of higher skill, completed the design
of Elfzabeth. She reigned over the ocean with
a terrible supremacy. She strewed its waves
with the wrecks of Spanish commerce and stain-
ed its distant bays with Spanish blood.

First among the buccancer nobles stood Ral-
eigh. He Bad a vessel in almost every expedi-
tion that sailed. When the Earl of Cumberland
went with a squadron to the South seas, Ral-
cigh’s fine pinnace, the Dorothy, accompanied
bim. In 1568 he sent out twe pintaces, the Ser-
pent and the Mary Sparke, at his own expense,
to cruise near the Azores. These puny cruisem
secm o have been hardly capable of crossing
the English Chanuel. The SBerpent was of but
thirty-five tons burden, the Mary Sparke of fifty.
Yet they stood bravely out across the boisterous
Biscay, along the hostile coasts of Portagal,
earcless of the dangers of the sea, aud glowing
with the excitement of buntsmen in chase of &
certain prey. They drew near the Azores, where
the English were accustomed to lie in wais for
the hewvy-sailing Spasiords, who knew no other
homeward route from the ludies. The little ves-
sels now kept a keen watch. Their sport soon
began. They took first a’¢mdll bark laden with
sumach, on board of which was the Governor of
St, Michaels. Then when westward of the is-
Innd of Tercera they descried another sail. It
scemed to promise a valoable prize. To coneeal
their intentions they hoisted a white silk Sag.—
The Spaniards, unsuspicions, came sailing to-
wards their foes, mistaking them for Spanish ar-
mada, on the look-out for English men-of-war.
“But when we came within gun-shot,” mays
Ervesham, the narrator of the voyage, “*we took
down our white flag and spremi abroad the cross
of St George, which when they saw it made
them fly as fust as they might; but sll their
haste was in vain, for our shipa were swifter of
#ail than they, which they fearing did presently
cast all their ordnance and small shot, with ma-
by letters and the drafts of the Straits of Ma-
gellan, into the sea, and thereupon immediately
we ook her; wherein also we took's gentleman
of Spain, named Pedro Sarmiento, Governor of
the Straits of Magellan, which said Pedro we,
brought into England with us,and presented him
to our sovereign Iady, the Queen.” They took
three more prizes, and then attacked a fleet of
twenty four sail, two 'of which were carracks of
athoussnd and éwelve hundred tons. Yet the
Serpent and the Mary Sparke, of under fifty
tons each, were pot intimidated. They rushed
upon the enemy with undoukting confidence. It
was & tempting fure. The flcet was laden with
treasure, spices, and sogar. The adventurers
might make their fortunes at & blow. But the
great carracks interposed their huge bulk be.
tween the privatecrs and wealth, “We," oda-
tinues the narmator, * with two small pinnaces
did fight and kept company the space of thirty-
two hours, continually fighting with them and
they with us.” "But the powder of the sdven-
turers gave out and they were forced to sail to-
wards *They came to Portsmouth six
hours after their prizes, where they were recei-
ved with “ triumphant joy,” grestordnance be-
ing shot off in their honor, and the hearts of all
the peaple of *he city and the neighboring cous-
try being filled with exultation. - * We not spa-
ring our ordnance (with what powder we had
left) to requite and auswer them again.”” From
thence they brought the prizes to Southampton,
where Sir Walter, the owner, divided among
\Mem their shares of the suzar, the elephant teeth,
the wax, hides and rice with which they had
been laden.

Ax Eorren’s Lire—As ¥ oot West "' editor
thus moralizes on the routive of editorial du
ties. Nearly twenty yoars' constant experience
in the ** chalr editorial " does not emable ws w0
deny the “ soft impeschment,” but the compar-
isons have amused us somewhat. * "

*“ The poorest blind korse, in the mest wncom-
promising bark-mill, has his moments of relaxa-
tion. To him the sound of the tannery bell, an-
nouncing noow, is atocsin of joy, and he looks
forward with grateful anticipatios to his prandial
oats and mill-feed. The wearisome round is
siopped; the onlobricated gudgeons quaver out
3 last squeak and cease their cqmplaining; the
he sttempta a youthful cantér as he moves off o/
happy old horse. With bim there are a0 antic-
fpatory woes; he works in a circle, but a certain

vesture. The favorite sheeulation with all elag- |

s was 15 embark their eapital in privateering. |

Elizabeth set the example to her people. Sel- |
dom an expedition went forth in which she had |

ﬂ-t’ct““ﬂhpﬁ:—w;

vumber of turns are suse to bring & respite. But
-iﬂ;&eaﬂugbo&gn; bis life is as Mr.
Mantilini feelingly remarks, ‘ one dem'd grind;’
aches, sickness at home, are no relief to bis per-

tumed et of which she did not exact something | 7+ "OULine, for the paper mast come out, s

3. | “ copy mast be farnighed.”
Todded, & was generally allowed that in (Best |  To know human matare

an fnti.

matters she often seted * but indifferently.” She | mate soquaintance with its follics must be ac-

wﬁmd&hhq—dﬁuﬂnu united in one grazd chorvs of welcome, und tear-

§

ecemed pelther houost mor just when the plun-  quired.

See the travoller—does duty call him for a
seazon to leave his beloved cirele? The image
of his earthly happiness continues vivid in hia
remembrance; it quickens his to diligence; it
makes him hail the hour which sees his purpose
accomplished, and his face turned towands home;
it communes with him as he journeys, and be
bears the promise which causes him to'hope:—
“Thou shalt know also that th§ tabernacle shall
be in peace, and thou shalt visit the tabernacle
and not sin." O! the joyful re-union of & divi-
ded family—the pleasure of renewed interview
and conversation, after days of absence.

Behold the man of science—he drops the la-
boriows and painful research, closes his volume,
smooths his wrinkled brow, leaves -his study,
and unbending him solf, stoops to the capacities,
yields to the wishes, and mingles with the diver
mion of his children.

Take the man of {rade—what reconciles bim
to the toil of busincss? What eunables him Yo
endure the fastidiousness and Impertinence of
customers? What rewards him -for s0 many
hours of tedious confinement? Bye and byein
the season of intercourse, he will behold the de-
sire of his eyes, and the ohildren of his love, for
whom he resigns his ease; and in their welfare
and smiles he wi'! find his recompense.

Yonder comes the laborer—be has borne the
burden and beat of the day; the descending sun
has released Lim from his toil, and he is hasten
ing bome to enjoy repose. Hall wgy down the
lane, by the side of which stands Lis cottage,
his children run to meet him. . One he carries
and one he leads. The companion of his hum-
ble life is ready to farnish him with his plain re-
past. See his wil-worn countenance nssume an
air of cheerfulness! his hardships are forgotten:
fatigue vapishes; he eats and is satisfied. The
evening fair, he walks with uncovered hesd
around his garden—enters again, and retires to
rest! and the “rest of the laboring man is
sweet, whether he eat little or much." Inhab-
itanta of this lowly dwelling—who can be indif-
ferent to thy comfort]! Peace be te this house.

Jacx-0"-Lasrens.~—Every man has his Jack-
o'-lantern; in the dark night, in bright noonday
—in the lonely wild, orin the populous city—
each has bis Jack-o’-lantern. To this man Jack
comes in the likeness of a bottle of old Por, se-
ducing him from sobelety, and leaving him in a
quagmire; to that man, be appears in the form
of a splendid phaeton and & pair of grays driving
him into bankruptey, and dropping him into the
open jaws of ruin. To one be presents himself
in the guise of a cigar, keeping him in a constant
cloud; to snother he appears in no shape but an
old black-letter volume, over which he continues
to pore long efter his wits are gone. Jack-o™-
lantern is, to some people, s mowldy, hoarded
guines—and these be lcads into the miser’s
slough of despond; with others, when he pays
them a visit, be rolls himeelf up into the form
of z'dice-box—and then he makes beggars of
them. Poetry is one man's Jack-o'-lantern, and
a spinning-jeuny is another’s. Fossil bones, bu-
ried fathoms deep in the earth, act Jack's part,
and lure away one class to explore and expound;
Cuyps and Claudes, in the same way, play the
same part with & second class, and tempt them
to collect, at the mcrifice of every other injer-
est or pursuit in life. Some men,and we know
several in our city, have a Jack-o"-lantern i pol-
itics—and ounly give up their chase when they
find themselves in a beg of disappointment, or
be-spluttered with abuse. But the worst of all
Jack-o'-lanterns to follow is that when a man is
elected by the people, that the people have no
claims oo him, that be can defy them—that they
cannot impeach him, and that be' can mse his
election certificate as 2 menans to brow-beat those
who ence were his friends, or with it sccomplish
some selfish political end. Thisis the worst
Jack-o™-lantera of all.—Buf. Rep.

Ax Urnsonr Joviciaar.—~It is recorded in Do-
ver's Life of Frederick the Great, that when the
King of Prussia had determined to build what
is called the New Palace of Sans Souci, s part
of his plun was to connect the new building with
the old by a plessure ground. A mill oceupied
& part of the ground which be wished to include
in his now garden. He offered to buy it, snd to
pay for it considersbly more than the value.—
The miller refused to part with it, and declared
that he would never leave the mill, which had
descended to him from his fore-fathers. “The
Kiog bimsell,.in one of his walks, conversed
with the m.ller mpon the subject: Becoming st
length irvitated with the man's obstinacy, he
said to him: * You seem not to be aware that
I am the master, and that [ can take by force
what you refuse to give upto me.” -~ 0, re-
piied the miller, “ you camnot frightes me in
this way. We have judges st Berlin'" Fred-
erick was 30 pleased with the answer, that he
shandoned his plan, snd formed his garden so as
not to interfere with the patrimony of the mil-
ler. The condition of a people must be happy,
when s poor miller, upon seeing the oppressor’s
"uplipted arm, can console himself with the re-
flection that there are judges in the land.

&-'ua'u-—" Always to think the worst,"
pute the worst intentions, * L have ever found
to be the mark of & mean spirit and a base soul.”’

Aranam —[n the day of afiction an stheist
is like a blind beggar—forced to ask relief from
some one, thoogh be knows pot of whom.—La-
con. :

Dacwiorvzss.—The sight of & dmokard is &
better sermon sgainst that vice than the most
elaborate that was cver preached spom it—8e-
wille.

Quansris —Quarrels have scars which can-
not be s well closrd to the sight but they will
Jie open to the memory.—Ibid.

Sophistry la like & window curtain—it pleases
&3 s oreament, bat its true use Is (o keep out
theligh—mgd. AT

Fiith is the best elbow for a heary soul 10 lean

' SRR " THE CONSTITUTION AND-THE UNI (o - ) TERMS---$2.00 PER ANNUM, IN ADVANCE.
$OL. MILLER, EDITOR AND PUBLISHER. } ok aF EUNION. . 4 -
- VOLUME L.} : WHITE CLOUD, KANSAS, THURSDAY, JULY ‘16, 1857, {NUMBER 7%
Sk — ——- e — e e E————
510 the closet was made of glams, o let in the ing the bandage from his eyds with the fury of | der of a great galleon of Andalusia came fo be Domestic Happiness. The Poetry of Mary. The Two Hahies.
S <o ia voice— | divided, snd the gold, the jowels, the spices, and what 5o refreshing, 50 sothing, 0 satisfy- - snother oame,| Cammon thundering, bells pealing, peeling,
u‘?ﬂ:immm--ﬂhmﬂw B “Noy«::‘:wrfvsmofx'm of | the gums were allotted 16 the happy adventarers. !mu;immﬂ.:dd joys of :-a > -1;'::1:-::'." :ld_lu”ml baliare, | Sags waviag, illdminations, wilitary parsdes;

rests uncontradicted, as none bave ventured, or
presumed todeny it.  And who, of tender sen-
Nﬂmlﬂ.“h-ﬁﬁ-ﬂd.-‘“m“b R
b'nwmldm.m“ "“’0 .

for & moment, that the sweet blending lines of | 8 bour old baby; but for all that you had better
the violet and the lilly, by any other name, would | B0t speak of him, witheat taking off your hat;
sppear less beantiful. | fancy meme. Butab!
is it 50 with the nsme of Miry? No, for that|You, for all he lies there wheesing and meesing,

slon and romisnce of this soul of mine, a charsy
of pure, undisguised, and doating inspiration.—
* [ have-a passion for the name of Mary,” sayy |baby clothes made up for him than be could
Byron, and kis cwn words tell us of his absent | Wes®, should he stay a baby twenty years; and
and forsakep muse. I cannot write, [ am un- | il loaded dowa with lace and embroidery, aad
easy,"” said he, wheg seated once ia his studie,
and furning, beheld a palr of bright eyes poep-
ing over his shoulder. They were Mary's. He
loved and worshipped the name, and that love
fed his poetic apirit with immortal thoughts, and
it is believad, was the isolated and only smocia-
tion of womankird that his world-wide sensual
pature regarded with a sinless love—his affec-
tion aans his profligacy. And Burns, the senti-
mental, the beautiful, the divine Burs, how
much of his impassioned sublimity and inspived
song does he owe to the name of Mary—his
bonny Highland Mary, he tells us In his High-
land Lassie. Ye¢ banks and brass o' booay
Doun, and ks Mary in Heaven, delaged alike
with the enthasizsm and raptare of she poat and
the lover.

I too, once knew a Mary—a lovely, fair blos-
soming ereature—one whom [ expeeted ‘soom to
call mine own, and blessad were the quick pas-

waa balf & doxen rooms, all prepared for his ex-
pected cry baby-ahip; Tor you had better not be-
lieve that he was going to stay in one room, like
any common bady; not be!—then all the gray-
baired old men, add beaatiful women bent orver
his magnificent cradle, and declared him to be
the most spleadid baby that ever was born; and
it was s much as his nurse's life was worth to
stick & pin [ato him, er wash bis letle flabby
nose the wrong way, or tie hia frook the teath of
an inch t0o tight or 100 loose, or nurse him a
minute too long or too short, or allow an Imper:
tinent sunbesm make him meezs when be dida't
want to. Oh, he was & great baby that! Even
his playthings were gold crossss, and ribbons,
that kings bave been known-to cut esch other's
beads off, scrambling which should wear. Step
softly—bend low before hia cradle; royal blood
fushes that little face. He s the Kive or Ar-
arEan! .

Peep with me into yonder stable; the door is

cheek, in the wtill shade of some hidden haent war; there is nothing thers (o frightén you. The

of beauty, our communing souls basking in the
gental sunshine of love, and painted with rosy | LEDC giances through a chink i the roof spon
bope in the bright unspotted futare—the home, | ‘¢ meek, submissive cattle, who with bowed
the happy cottage home we soon should dwel] | Deads, drowsily dose the listiess hours sway. Is
n, and eall our own. But alas? a3 the poet foo | ere nothing elee in the sable? Look agais.

< Yeos, there, in yonder comer, sits & fair
truthfull " ' yovng'
y.::;."_u,....mh_‘ motber. Hnmnﬂhhmptm
To mtn's illusion given ; m&-Mh-,ﬂwbm
:-u-:n. partly with weariness, and partly with teader so-
- e
.ﬂ.uz-h. licitade for the new-born babe tpen ber lap.

Thores aothiag tres but eoves.® No rich wardrobe awaits the littlo stranger;

Disease—rapidl and remomseless, came upon
ber; the pale shrivelling hand of decay was stea-
ling leaf by leaf the red rose from ber cheeks,
and wasting ruthlessly her beautecus, heaven-
moulded form. The dark hour of death dréw
nigh; an sdmonition—bher “ last of earth,"—
solemn, affectionate, tender, and full of awful
truth, fell like an angel whisper from her pure,
dissolved beart, finding its way beavily and
mournfully into mine own bosom. Ope kiss more,
and ere its sweet scent had wasted from my lips,
the Great Spirit summoned Mary to the eternal
world. * Free as the air she lived, pure as the
smow she died ™ The namo of Mary hea s sa-

cred green and imperishable spot In this beart
of mine. .

Waar Have Yor szan Doing '—Nothing —
Is that your reply? Have you no- other answer
to make. Then you are living to no purpose.—
You are a uscless incumbrance to society. You
are pot only of no use to yourself and to others,
but you are & detriment and & burden. Yos pro-
duce nothing and yet you consume; you eat, but
do mot werk; yoit are clothed, but not by exer-
tion of your own. If you neither labor with
your hands nor your head, your mind nor your
muscies, you must be either s pasper or a rob-
ber.
But are you daing nothing? That is impossi-
Ble. “If the deil flnds s man idle, he gener-
ally sets him to work.” "The proverb is verifled
every day. Look (o it—ascertaln who your em-
ployer is. You are doing something—that Is
unavoidsble; is it good or harm! You may
stand idle at the street corner—you may lounge
in a saloon; you may be listless and indifferent
0 your own walfire and to the best interests of
those depending wpon you for support, for coun-
cil and guidance; bat still you are doing some-
thing. lrmmmm"mm
gading; if yos are not progressing forward snd
upward, you are geing down and backward —
Nothing in this world is stationary either [n mat-
ter or mind—charsster or morals. What are

bers the quiet houte o™y - P .

above that star is & city, * which bath no' neod
of the sun mor of the moon o shine in it, for
the glory of God doth lighten it, and the Lamb
is the light thereof;” and that is the Hesveniy
Home of the lowly “ Babe of Bethlehem.”

. Famxy Frax.

“ I"st, Care Anovan awp Pav.""—4A
handed this to us for publication. 1 has s world
of every day truth n it:

“ What & world of woe is contalned (n these
few words to the artizan and mechsnie! I
call ‘round and pay,'" says one, to avoid the trou-
ble of going to his desk to get the necessary
furids, and the poor mechasic s obliged to go
home, o disappoint his workmen and all who

depend wpon him for their due. It is an sasy

matter (o work—the only real glory In his lfe
is a0 independent idea of being able te sustain
yourselves by tha lsbor of your own hands, aad &
may be exaily imagined what crushing force there -
is in “I'll call around and pay,”™ to the labor-
ing man who depends upon that pay for subsist-
ence.  If those who could pey would only do it
at onee, it would plase hundreds and thossands

clothed only In hisown sweet lovelinos, b '

moe! -+ Agoats,
stable glows & star, brighter thas ¥, ' *I and cvery
on the brest of earthly Prisce or Kligs. oo ot

in & condition 1o do likewise and prevent much, -

misery and distrem.

Revorerionanr Axzcpors.—At the mewting .
of the New Jersey Historical Society, st New.
ark, latsly, Gov. Price, in respovse 40 & toast,
made a speech, in which be related the fullow.
ing anecdote: "&hh*h“
on which General Washington had determined
0 cross the Delsware and attack the British ia
Trenton, sn Englishman in the neighborkoad
dispatcbed his son with & note te Genersl Rakl,

%o wam him of the spprosching dsnger. The
General being deeply absorbed in & gamo of chess

ing his attention from the game, thoughtlsesly
put the note in his vest pocket. After the bat.

finda his level. He loarns more truly than from | tst—amid all the giery, and grandeur and sub-
books o converse with liviag wen, 1o estimate | limity of the Alps, the soaring of the mewstaln
bis powers modestly and justly. A book is pas- | PeAK, the voice of the water fall, and the mus.,

sive; it does not repel pretemsions; it does not | muring of the streams, Uhe swilt snset of the
rebuke vanity. Indeed, reading and stodying |Svalanche, the sunset now, end the deep,
become in too many bat the matere of conceit | Pure biue of the d and the

If some persons value themseiven on the books | Alpe bave produced no great poet or painteri—
they own, it is Dot surpeising that others should | It ia Jefd for countries and loealities compasative-
value themeeives on the books they read. As | !y barren of natural besuty and sebilmisy, éo des-

General Asembly of the Presbyterian Church | joan paper, sanomnciag the opesing of & Dew
Jectian, to facilitate a union with those Scottish | being the first fodividual buried there!™ - _
ln--d::uﬂh“,
use any other vamion n whols orinpart. Nev- 82 3 lons for small change.—Pope. _
ertheless, the Scotch Covemanters charitably| Sravrery—Whesever we drink too deely of
bope that many good Christians who have never | pleasure, we fad & sedimont stthe botiprs of
praised God in the quaint rendering of the | (e cup which embitters tho dmught we beve
Sl el 5 Sl Thers ia but one sobid pieasero iz bfs,
Tuz Dras.—The nomber of the dead for ex- | that is oo duty, How misersbie. Sow wiwisn, *
eoodeth all thes s alive. The night of Time |bow unpardonsbie are they, who maice thet oug
A eopeceeth the day,and vho bnews b wem s pult . o 3t
ﬁ_#‘l—'h

of comscience , but the concession is Nkely 0 be
In vain, as those who comecientioualy sing Rouse

prayer s an autidots 16 auy sorrow or trouble.  wnd Dever o keep Ma word—Bed®.
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A few moments of divine sweetness ia secret -mm% -
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